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Queft. 1. 


Each me, kind Ashens, how to {cape a Sin 


Which fain I wou’d, but weak is my Endeavour : 


So irrefiftibly fhe draws me in, 
I think ic Heaven to fhun, yet think it Heav'n to bave her. 
i 


This fair Perverter is another's right, 
Long fince efpous'd with Nuptial Vows and Fos, 
To one {fo ftrangely fond, his Soul's Delight 
Dwelis wholly on the Mufick of her Voice. 


Yet the, ungrateful, all his Love denies, 
Dijdains his teuder Conjugal Careffes ; 
And but becaufe it is a Mode of Vice, a. 
She leaft affects that which fhe moft poffeffes. 
I blufh ta fay’t —"cis me alone the loves, 
By Artle(s Methods the reveal’d her Flame : 
I hear whate're the fair Deluder moves, 
And fighing with | might Confefs the fame. 


By Hiezv'n I Love the Syren more than Life, 

And yet I know it is a Crime to Love her : 
Fain 'd declare the Duty of a W%fe, 

But want both Words and Courage to reprove her. 

6. 

O teach me, Athens! to be bold and great, 

Help me to get my Reafon up in Arms : 
I would colle# my (elf and rule my Fate, 

Be true to Heaven, and jiupid to her Charms ? 

Anf[w. 1. 

Your felf muft help your felf to avoid a Sin, 

Which if you wou'd, more ,irng be your Endeavour ! 
She may entice, but cannot for:> you in: 

O think it Heav’n to foun, aud think it Hell to have her. 

2. 

What is more Sacred than anothers right ? 

What ftronger Tyes than Nuptial “ows and Foyes ? 
Then curb that furious torrent of Delight 

Which her Eyes give, and fly her Syrens Voice ! 


3. 
For Love of Heav'n her Lawle{s Love defpife! 
Like Serpents twine, flye her uachaft Carefles: 
Be virtuous ftill, cho’ ftillthe Mode is Vice, 
Nor ravifh what another yet poffeffes. 


| Keep but thy Modeffy, in vain fhe Loves ! 


Keep Virtues laft and itrongeft Barrier, fhame ! 
But never bear what the falfe Ciarmer moves, 
Each Word will fan the Spark to a raging Flame. 
If ber you love, it muft be more than Life ; 
"Tis Sin, "tis Shame, "tis Death, ’tis Hell to love her: 
Fly far, O fly the Syren of a Wife, 
Aud at fafe diffance, if at all, reprove her. 
How happy were we, cou’d our humble Verie 
The Sparks of dying Virtue in thee ratie | 
Nay, round the World the Noble Flame dilperfe, 
We Civil Garlands ask, and wear who will the Bays. 


Queft. 2. 
_ One thing is, negdfull, toth. St. Luke. 


A PINDARIGC, 


Ie 
With what unweary'd Diligente 
{ Mortals their fecular Affars purfue ! 
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With what hard Tasks and Di/appoinements they difpence, 
And with freth Vigour their Actempte renew ! 
If Riches be their Aim, 
Tho’ Nuture, confcious of the banefull Fruit 
Which {prings trom that accurfed roor, 
Strive to conceal the fame 
At the dark Center of the Earth, 
Or at the bottom of the Sea, (chem forth, 
They digg, they plunge, they dive, from thence to fetch 
With indetatigable Induftry. 
Nor with lets eager Ze2l is Honcur fought, 
Honour, that gilded Idol of the Grear, 
For which, how doth’ Ambitious toy! and fweat, 
And think’ with any Peril cheaply bought ; 
Hurry'd with ftrong deftre brook no delay 
By whate re Ob/facies with!food, 
With an impetuous tury force their way, 
And to the gaydy Trifle wade thro’ Seas of Blood. 
? 


But if the Scene be chang'd, and Holy things appear, 
How wretchedly indifferent they are! 
Tho’ told of Immortality, 
Celeftia] Crow: s, endlets Felicity, 
Joys everlatting, unalley’d with Pain ; 


Were but imaginary Blifs, 
The Day-dreams of fome Melancholly Brain. 
But if bz! Title or Difeafe 
Their Bodies or Eftates molef, 
They cannot reft 
"Till Lawyers and Phyfitians they contult, 
Bear patiently with Naucious Potions and large Fees, 
In Hopes at lait to have of all a good refuls, 
The while their Souls, thofe Sparks of Heavenly Fire, 
Neglected, may expire ; 
Or quite negletted, or allow'd but flender Care, 
Perhaps a fcanty Alms, or yawning Pray’r, 
Puc up with Heart aloof, and feeble Rreath; 
Cold as their Zeat is the Devotion they atford, 
As if chey fear’d, 
Like him who call’d on Death, 
They thou’d too foon be beard, 
And the 109 eafre Deity fhou'd take em at their Word. 
a 3. 
Say theg, Athenians ! how it comes to pals 
That Men are thus perverfely wife ? 
Why real Ills fo readily embrace, 
Subjtantial Good defpite ? 
What is it thus infaruaes loft Mankind, 
Who for fuch empty Joys.as thefe 
Strain all their Pow’rs and all cheir Faculties, 
Which Heiv'n has for far Nobler Ends defign’d ? 
Thus amongft Mfsidems once great Peleus Heir 
Abjectly fculkt, in Virgin-Robes conceal’d, 
Balely to fhun the Dangers of the Fietd, ( prepar’d, 
While the Greek Youths more brave for the Campaign 
But when by wife 4bffes tartly tchoo!'d, 
The Convid Hero ftrait 
Blufht at th’ inglorious mean Retreat, 
And by his fage Advices over-rul’d, 
In order to reverfe 
His former Infamy, 
To the f:m’d Siege he goes, 
And mighty Deeds he does, 
Deeds, as Immortal as the Verfe 


In which the Grecian Bird embalm'd bis Memory, 


Au» 
Such Noble Converts, Achens! might your Mufe 


Bring in — write then, and with juft Satyrs rage 
Lath this unthinking Age. ( choole? 


What larger Theme than Univerfal Frenzy can you 
a pe 4 ; des, 


—w 


Befides, the Virtue's greater to explode 
A Vice, when ’tis ie worn, and moft in Mode. 
And, O! how worth your while, if you 
Shou’d profelyte, tho’ but a few! 
Some generous Souls, toucht with a juft remorfe 
May think upon a wir Courfe 5 
This having fix'd upon, 
Retolvedly tall on, ( by force. 
And with Praife-worthy Violence ftorm, and take Heavn 


Anfiver. 


J. 
Yes! yet once more! ye Mujes/ yet once more : 
Ye Hills, ye Plains, ye Fountains which belong 
To all th’ infioid, the tuncfull Throng, 
Smit with the Love of Virtue and of Song, 
We'll gladly trace you ore: — 
Tho’ barren all your Fields, and dare 

As isthe Land of Famine and De/pair, | 

Which thofe who fee can {carce believe 

What from Tradition they or Books receive ; 
That a dfecenas or Augu/tus once were there, 

Tho’ Scorn aad Laughter, (ah were that che worft! ) 
From thote who, with but /i:le Caufe, for Envy burit ; 
Or are inrag’d that we lome Grains of Incenje bring 

(Tis all we have ) to Got, or to our Kung ; . 

Tho’ thefe be al] the Laurels we mult gzir, ( pain, 

Our Countrey's kind Reward for all our well-meant 
We'll fill go on, and wage Evernal War with Vice : 

There grows a healsi/u Herb in Paradice, 

Which the fir/t hour we thither go- 
Will make us quite forget this World of Wee : 
And whea our weary Limbs fhal! reft 
We ask no Tombs on our kind Mathers Breaft, 
This all the Pomp, this all the Coff we crave, 
This all the Afozument we'd have, 
Muy Virtuous Lovers jtrow {weet Rotes o're our Grave. 
2. 
Godde{s ! proceed in thy cu!picious Choice, 


“ And make the Hills around reflect the Unage of thy Voice. 


Nor thy high Birth lec low Ambition wrong, 
Nor Earth-born Wealth Uturp thy heaverly Song : 
Let the vain World themlelves, unenvy d, cheat, 
Be miferably rich, and muv ably great; 
While, Goddefs ! we remain retir'd with thee, 
Happy in no difbonefs Poverty : 
With Gold and Greatne/s {till at odds, 
With Fortuze, whom {o many Fools preterr'd, 
‘Tis hard to {cape ainong the Herd, 
And all the Stygian Gods. 
Yet can we that Ankindne/s blefs 
Which fowr'd us into Happinefs : 

Others we'll warn, our telves dece’v'd no more ; 
The furious Tempefl laid the Hinds blown ore, 
We'll blets che Storm that drove us to fo fair a Shore: 
Fach fatal Sind and Rock we'll now detcrabe, 
Here Scylla ftands, a numerous barking Tribe ; 
There lurks Charybdis, whole valt Gulf might fave 

Ev'a Natures felf th’ Expences of a Grave. 


What Beauties are there in a Well ribb’d Chefe ¢ 
What Charms in Iniere/t upon Intere(t ? 
Say Mifer ! jay! will chat impriton’d Gold 
Preie:ve thee fiom a Feavers Rage, 
Or prop the low Decays of Age, 
Or-fence thee trom the Cold ? 

No more thou givelt it leave to bine 
Than when ‘iwas bury in its Native Mine ; 
LnlefS a Bart which now and then thows fasr 
To Angle in fome unexperienc’d Heir : 

The Bait expos'd, the Hook thou doft not fhow, 

Clote as the Guardian Fiends below : 

But when he’s flruck, altho’ he flounce and rave, 

Doft rroli him on from Wave to Wave ; 

Till all his Blood and Vigour gone, 

He firuge’s now no more, 
Bur to his Fate, by his torn Imraiis drawn, 
Lves gafping on the Shore. 
While thou great Mammon dott devoutly thank, 
For ftill encreafing thy exhauftlels Bank ; 


oe — 


And like old Morecraft, if thou canft afford 

To Match thy Daughter to fome hungry Lord, 
Defie the Widdows Tears and Orphans Cry, 
Loaden with Earth can{t Heaven and Hell defe, 
And ftill in peaceable Damnation dye. 


Mythinks we hear our Eneny-Gold complain 

We that alone unjuftly blame, 
Since wild Ambition, and hot Thirft of Fame : 
Where Gold its Thoufands, has ten thoufands flain: 

Nor fhall it fcape, we'll pull the Serpent down, 
Tho’ ramping high it boalts a gawdy Diadem and Crown: 
A Bloody Banner, waving high 

With Golden-Flew’r-de-Lis’s charg'd, 
Which foon it hopes, its Congue/ts o’re hi Earth enlareg’d, 
To fee difplay’d againft the Skie : 

How great its Pomp, how vait its Guards appear, 
Murder, Confufion, Treafon, Guiit and Fear, 
Witha long Train of Milchiefs in the Rear : 

O're heaps of ga/ping Carcaffes they go, 

Sackt Cities their Triumphant Colcurs fhow, 

Fair Hydelberg in Flames the laft of all the row : 

This ts Ambition, thofe who this defire, 

Who to ill-gotcen Fame afpire, 
Mutt wade to Hell thro’ Seas of Blood and Five. 
Ah who for this wou'd fondly lofe 
Thote Joys which round fair Virtues Temples thine, 
Which Saints poflefs, which Angels chule, 
So clean, fo fweet, fo temperate, fo Diving ! 
Fain wou'd we Sing, and in a loftier ftrain, 
Invite the World to fuch a Blifs, 
Butah! too great, the Adventure is, 
The Lark may tour a-while, but mutt defcend again. 
See the wing'd Courfer droop and Sweat ! 
Hie cannot hold another Heac, 
But pants ith’ Airy Plain. 


Adbvertifements, 
There is now Publifhed 


or THe Hiftory of Father La Chaife, Jeluite, and 

- Conteflor to Lewis XIV. pretent King of France 
Ditcovering the Secret Intreagues by him carryed on, 
as well in the Court of England as in all the Courts of 
Eurepe, tO advance the Great Defigns of the King his . 
Malter. Made Englifh from the French Original. 


Printed for Hen. Rhodes at che Star, the Co ; 
Iaaade ’ rner of . 
Bride-Lane in Fleet-flreer. 


Y the Patentees for the Imitation of TAPISTRY, 
are daily Sold at the Outropers-Offce in the Royal 
Exchange, thofe Curious and Pleafant Hangings done 
upon Cloth, (not Paper ) confiftigg of various Indian +85 
Figures, Hiltory, Landckips, @c. wherewith fuch as “tg 
pleafe may be fupplyed, not only with what are alrea- 
dy finithed, but of i 
y Anithec, but of any Dimensions defired, in greater 
or leifer pieces, to anfwet Occations between and un- “ 
cer Windows, @c. The Prizes are, viz. 
Hiffory and Landskips at 12 d. per Ell Flem. : 
‘ _— Figures at t4d. per Ell Elem. is 
trendance is Daily given from Eight in the Morni qj 
.* ° . ig ° . . orn ‘aS 
cll Six in the Evening, ne ¥ 
G2 N Grays-Inn-lane in Plow-yard, the third Door li 
| L Toemas Kirloun a Collegiate Phyfician, and tort m 
fician 1 Ordinary to King Charles the Second, until his death + 
who with a Drink and Pill ( hisdring no Butinefs.) underédk, - 
to Cure any Ulcers, Sores, Swellings in the Nole, Face, or of} 
parts ; Scabs, Itch, Scurfs, Leprofies,and Venerial Difeale,ex efting 
nothing watil the Cure be finithed: Of the laft he hath cured. ai ng 
hundreds tn this City, many of them aiter fluxing, which carrie pr 
evil from the Lower Parts to the Head, and io deftroys man whe a 
Drink is 3 s. the Quart, the Pill s. a Box, with Direttions» 2 be . ae 
ter Purger than which was never given, for they cleanfe the Bod of ae 
all Impurities, which are the canfes of Dropfies, Gouts Sek ° a 
Stone or Gravel, Painsin che Head, and other parts. With pes pe 
Drink at 1s. 6d.a Quart. He cures all Fevers and hot Dittem 
without Bleeding, except in few Bodies. He gives his Opini Jeo 
all chat writes or comes for nothing, oe? . 
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LON DON, Printed for Joby Winton at the Raven in the Posltrey , 1693. 


